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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Xing. If it be fo Laertes, 

As how fhould it be lo, how otherwife. 

Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I my Lord, lo you will not ore-rule me to a peace,' 

King. To thine own peace : if he be now returned 
As liking not his voyage, and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 

Under the which he (“hall not chufe but fall, • 

And for his death nowmd of blame (ball breathe. 

But even his mother lhall uncharge the practice. 

And call it accident. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could devife it lo 
That l might be the organ. 

King It falls right: 

You have bin talkt of finee your travell much. 

And that in Hamlets hearing, for a quality 
W herein they lay you fhine ; your lumme of parts 
Did not together pluckelitch envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworchieft fie ge. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth,' 

Yet needfull too , for youth no leflfe becomes 
The light and carelefle livery that it weares. 

Than fetled age his fables, and his weeds. 

Importing health and gravenefle : two months fines 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 

I have feene my felfe,and lerv’d againlt the French, 

And they can well on horle-backe ; but this Gallant 
Had wrrch- craft in’t, he grew unco his feat. 

And to filch wondrous doing brought his horle 
As he had bin incorp’ft and demi-natur’d 
With the brave beaft ; lo farre he topt my thought? 

Thar I in forgery of fhapes and trickes ‘ " 

Come fhort of what he did. 

L*ey,A Norman was’c ? 


Ill 


10 20 


30 










(prince of Denmark & 

Ring. A Norman. 
l,aer. Upon my life Lamord . 

King. The very lame. . 

Laer- 1 know him well, he is the brooch indeed. 

And gemme of all the Nation. 

King. He made confelfion of you, 

And gave you fuch a mafterly report 
For art and exercifein your defence. 

And for your Rapier moft efpeciall, 

That he cry’d out, ’twould be a light indeed 
If one could match you ; the Scrimers of their nation 
Hefworehad neither motion, guard, nor eye^ 
jfyou oppos’d them : fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet lo envenome with his envie. 

That he could nothing doe, but wiib and begge 
Yourfudden commingore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. W hat out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertes, was your fat her deare to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a lorrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why aske you this ? 

AT/W.Not that I think you did not love your rather. 

But that I know lovels begun by time. 

And that I fee in palTages ofproofe. 

Time qualifies the Iparke and fire of it ; 

There lives within the very flame of love 
Akindeofwieke orfnuftethat will abate ir, 1 
And nothing is at a like goodnefle ftill ; 

For goodnefle growing ro a pleuri fie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe. 

We fhould doe when we would : for this tv ould changes. 

And hath abatementsand delayes as many 
As there are tongues, are bands, are accidents. 

And then this Should is like a Ipend-thrift figh. 

That hurts by eafing : but to the quicke ofth’ulcer, 

Hamlet comes backe, what would you undertake 
*. To flievv your felfe indeed your fathers Ibnne 

La Mote 
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